tired of the crass idiocy of humans, I take a walk through this ward. Dear
gir!5 it lifts up my spirits like Beethoven's Eroica. Here we are. Let
me help you out. Now trust us. Everything is going to be fine."
Kind efficient hands awaited Ludmilla. She was taken to the maternity
section of the hospital, undressed, and popped into a huge hot bath.
" There little one," she remarked through the steam to her unborr
baby. " It won't be long now, will it, dear ? Pm longing to meet you,
I do hope you'll like me. You really don't hurt much at all yet. I thought
it would be much worse than this."
Doctor Kravchenko saw that she was comfortable afterwards. " Lie
down if you like, or walk about. This is the labour ward. All these mothers-
to-be look cheerful enough, don't they ? Mostly they're here with their
third or fourth. Just let me have a look at you ? Pains getting worse ?
I'll give you an injection now. That will help. Then you'll get another
later. I'll come round and see you again before long. Want something
to read ? I read Shakespeare's Sonnets when I was in labour, I remember.
They go together somehow."
Ludmilla lay down for a while, not very comfortably. " I feel like a
sheep on her back," she thought. ** Won't it be queer to have a waistline
again. Oh dear Sasha, are you thinking of us now ? I am thinking of
you. How you plunge, little child. Are you so impatient to be born ? "
Then she struggled up and paced the room for a while, in peignoir and felt
slippers. The pains were becoming more frequent and lasted longer.
The pains in the pit of her stomach slowly ceased, and a different dynamo
of pains began to set themselves in motion. The intricate machinery of
childbirth was in action,
" Now I'm getting on," she said.
Doctor Kravchenko came in later to give her a second injection and
in the morning a third. *e Now you're almost ready. Gome with me.
Are you sure you want a girl ? We'll know soon. Are you excited ? I am.
Just try to do exactly what we tell you, dear child. We'll see all goes as it
should."
She led Ludmilla from the labour ward into the delivery ward, and put
a screen round the bed, whilst she went to tie a business-Eke rubber apron
over her white overalls^ and scrub her hands. A young nurse wheeled
along a white tray laden -with basins, bottles and rows of efficient-looking
steel instruments. There was a stringent smell of antiseptic in the wand.
Ludmilla sat up, too excited to speak TJie great moment was
approaching.
The pains were almost continuous now> but dimmed by the injections,
quite bearable. The young nurse smiled sympathetically at her* ** Your
first ? ** she asked. ** My ninth ... for to-day I mean. I go off duty